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opening night to-night, and we're going. Marvellous!"
The face did not move but the eyes rolled and flashed
their appreciation.
"All right, you can have the shawl, Caddie/' said Miss
Matfield, lazily rising to stretch out a hand for it. That
is all you have to do to find anything in a Burpenfield
bedroom. "It sounds marvellous. But I thought you'd
had a row with Ivor, parted for ever for the umpteenth
time and all that. Why, it's only last Friday you spent
hours and hours telling me about it."
"We made it up this morning/' the green mask re-
plied, rolling its eyes. "Started over the telephone, too,
my dear. Ivor tried to explain and then I tried to ex-
plain and then about forty people in the office went off
the deep end, so I said I'd meet him for lunch. We met.
And there you are. And now we're going on the razzle."
"Lucky you!"
"I will say that for Ivor. He can be terribly, terribly
stupid, almost stupider than anybody I know, except
tho'se foul brutes at the office—honestly, my dear, they
are the limit—but the minute we've made it up, he
always has tickets for something amusing. Free list, you
know."
"I believe he waits until he has the tickets, then rings
you up that morning and makes it up," said Miss Mat-
field. "I wouldn't put it past him."
"What a perfectly loathsome idea, Mattie! What a
foul mind you have! Still, he might do that. Rather
<sweet of him, really, when you think about it. Well, I
shall have to fly. I've got to get this stuff off. I've been
wearing it for hours and I feel I shall never be able to
smile again. Thanks for the shawl, and, my dear, I'll
take the greatest, the very greatest care of it, and you

